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call me the "rival of Sir Walter Scott." Now the idea of
rivalry with him never crossed my brain. I have always
spoken, written and thought of Sir Walter Scott (as a
writer) just as I should think and speak of Shakespeare—
with high admiration of his talent, but with no silly
reserve, as if I thought my own position rendered it
necessary that I should use more delicacy than other men.
What I like I say I like, and it is most that he has writ-
ten, and what I do not like I say I do not like. No man
would think of saying that Titus Andronicus or Pericles
of Tyre is equal to Othello or Hamlet\ and no man, in
his senses, would say that Redgauntlet is equal to The
Antiquary or The Heart of Midlothian. If there is a
term that gives me more disgust than any other, it is to
be called, as some on the continent advertise me> the
"American Walter Scott." It is offensive to a gentleman
to be nicknamed at all, and there is a pretension in the
title, which offends me more than all the abusive reviews
that ever were written.
You have appreciated my motives in regard to my own
country, and it has given me great satisfaction. Her
mental independence is my object, and if I can go down
to the grave with the reflection that I have done a little
towards it, I shall have the consolation of knowing that I
have not been useless in my generation. And now I shall
pick a quarrel with you about that very country, which
you say, and say truly, is my pride and object.
In the article on Capt. Beechy's voyage, page 373, one
of your contributors says that the English are much better
off than any other people in the obedience of their seamen,
and then gives as proofs of his position the facts that some
French navigator admits that his crew was entirely de-
moralized, and that the late American expedition sent out

